
ThcTragedie 

Baft, His grace lookes chccrefully andfmooth today 
Thcrcs fome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a i'pirit, 

I thinke there is ncucr a man in Chridcndomc, 

That can lelfer hide his loue or hate then he.* 

For by his face draight (liall you know his heart. 

ZXir.Wnatofhis heart perceiucyou in his face, 

By any likelihood he fliewed to day? 

H<*/?.Marry,that with no man here he is offended, 

For if he v\ ere, he would haue ihewne it in his face. 

Dor, l pray God he bcnot,I fay. 

Surer ft loft er, 

Glo.i pray you all, what do they deferuc 
That do confpirc my death with diucllifli plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their helliih charmes ? 

Haft . T he tender loue I beare your grace my Lord, 
Wakes me mod forward in this noble prefence. 

To doonae the offenders whatfoeuerthey be : 

1 fay my Lord they haue deferued death. 

9'^. Then beyour eyes thewitneffe of this ill. 

See howIambewitcht,beholdminearme 
Is like a blaffcd fapling w ithered vp. 

This is that Edwards wife, that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot drumpet.S’We, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me, 

Haft. If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord. 

Glo.i f thou ProteSlorofthis damned drumpet, 

Telft thou me of iffs?thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

I will not dine to day I fweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, fome fee it done : 

The red that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, maatt 

Haft. Wo, wo, for England, not a whit for me# Ca,mth Haft 
For I too fond might haue preuented this .*. 

Stanley did dreame the boarc did race his helmc, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcornc to flic. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfedid (fumble, 
«4nd ftartled when he lookt vdou theTower. 




of Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare me to the (laughter- houfe. 

Oh, now I wantthe Pried that ipakc to me, 

I now repent I told the Purfiuant, "1, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Domfret bloodily were butcherd, 

Ami 1 tuy felfcfecure in grace and fauour .* 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecurfe 
Isli° htened on poore Hafttngs wretched head; 

^t.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would b* at dinners 
Make a ffiort (hrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft . O momentary date of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gract of heauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour fairclookcs, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a mad, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade meto the blocke, beare him my head, 

T hey fmilc at me, that fhortly ill all be dead. Exeunt* 

Enter Duke of G loft er and Buckingham in armour* 
67j.Comecoufen,canft thou quakefic change thy colours 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word. 

And then begin againe and dop againe, 

As ifthou were dedraught and mad with terror. 

Buc.T ut feare not me, 
lean counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 




Speake,and lookebacke,and prieon euery fide: 
Intending deepe fufpition,gadly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforccd (miles. 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my dratagems. Entes Mater, 

Glo.Here comes the Maior. 

Bucket me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
Glo. Looke to the drawbridge there. o_ 

B *c.The reafon we haue fent for you, 

Glo.fftatesby ouerlooke the wallet. 

■ffw.Harke, I hearca drumme. 

G/o.Looke backe.defend thee, here arc enemies* 
Rue. God and our innocencic defend vs, *?-> 

Glo, Of 0,bc quiet, it it fatesfj. 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22319) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.5l) Octa.VO 






